duties *? the fatherland. The national hero is the iwder-cover man,
the outlaw. He changes his domicile every week, every night. He
lives under false names, false addresses, false faces. Officials, members
of the police help the rebel. He finds accomplices even in the ministries.
He violates regulations without giving it a thought. Prisons, exe-
cutions, tortures, criminal attempts, surprise raids, flying bullets. . . .
People die and kill with naturalness.

On the surface Vichy continues to play at being a government.
But the living France is all in the depths. It is toward the darkness
that its true and unknown face is turned. In the catacombs of revolt
the people are creating their light and finding their own law.

Where are these lovable, easygoing Frenchmen, so satisfied with
the products of their land and so civilised that they seem to be already
embalmed in their pleasures and their delicate arts? They crowd the
prisons, the concentration camps, they form lines before the firing
squads, they let themselves be torn to pieces rather than yield, bow
or speak.

And the innumerable women of all classes, of all ages, those women
who were considered the most frivolous in the world and who compel
the admiration of their executioners, the women liaison agents, the
organisers of escapes, of executions, of raids/

Never has France waged a more exalted, a nobler war than that
of the caves in which the free newspapers are printed, of the terrains
and the coves where she receives her free friends and from which her
free children set out, of the torture cells where in spite of tongs, red-
hot pins and crushed bones the martyrs maintain the silence of free
men*

And I know that it has not been given to me to describe as it needed
to be described that unique state of grace, that passage of a whole
people into subterranean purity, like the invisible springs that filter
through the flank of a hill. . . .

Everything in these pages is true. Everything has been lived by
men and women in France.

It was my good fortune to have in France as friends men like
Gerbier, Lemasque or Felix la Tonsure. But it was in London that
I was able to see the French Resistance in its most vivid light. This
is not so surprising as it may seem. For the obligation of secrecy, the
fact of being hunted quarry, make all encounters on the native soil